LIFE, A New Humorous SO NG. 


(To the Tune of, One Morning on the Park Parade. } 


I. 


As ſure as fate to meet our doom, 


Inf 


F. au nature's Inlet firſt we come, 
n Infancy and Innocence, 


Weftraight with Griefand Pain commence ; 


With Coughs, Convulfions, and Diſeaſe, 
We daily take up our degrees ; 

And in the Kate of Childhood feel, 
Such pangs as child _ can't reveal. 
But if we ſcape each rock and ſand, 
That does in Childbeod's Ocean ftand, 
The Sea of Youth preſents to view, 
How many dangers there accrue, 
With Learning, Study, and Correfiion, 
Conceit and Pride, and {mall Reflection, 
But if to Gamefters Ile you run, 
Beware! or ſurely * re undone. 
Around that fatal Iſland lye, 

Rocks un ivd by mortal eye; 
The Ie of Dogs, and Bublers Bay, 

ice Iſle, and Card Quickſands ſurvey ; 
Thieves Harbour too, and Gamblers Hole, 
Where ſoon they trick you of y 
Then next to Gallows Point ou come, 
And find too late * um. 

Of Fornicatian [le beware, 

For dang'rous rocks and ſands lye there 
And if you touch at Cape Defre, 

You re ſurely burnt with YVemus Tire: 
Tho oft at Bay Infatuation, 


_ Youroll in joys and bleſs your ſtation, 


Yet even there you'll find perhaps, 
A precious ſtore of p--x and claps. 


N. B. An elegant 


cole; 


F. 
Beware of Paſſion and too, 
For man it lies the Gulf of Wee, 
Sots Hole, Revenge, and Point Ambition | 
Conſumption Cape and fad contrition ; 
The Devils Gap, the Cape of Luft, 
And woes that ſpring from paſſions guſt. 
While dreadfull Burning Mountains blazc, 
Which fierce defires and paſſion raiſe. 

VI. 
Now ſome to ſhun a lefſer Ill, 
Have ſplit upon a ſill, 
And thought to paſs away their lives, 
In happineſs, by taking wives, 
And on the Ie of Wedleck prove, 
The ſweets of chaſte connubial love, 
But ſoon have found themſelves miſta'en, 
And curs'd the * chain. 

II. 

For oft tis found, the Married Life, 
Is full of jealouſy and ftrife ! 
And if they prove ſome trivial joy, 
The care does often that deſtroy, 
Then ftrait for FriendſbiÞþ's Ile they ſteer. 
Where friends are alw 
Tho oft they miſs this happy land, 
And ſplit on * Quick-Sand. 

—_ 
Then fince that Life is all a cheat, 
And die we muſt, tho' c're ſo great, 
Let's ſhun as many Ills as we, 
Can do on this tempeſtuous ſea; 
With cheerfull friends, and cheerfull bowls, 
Let's warm our hearts and cheer our fouls, 
For ſuch is Human Nature's caſe, 
We all muſt come to Deadmans Place. 
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ay found tincere, . 
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